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Kik—kik—cock-a-doodle doo! 
Mr. Kelly, how are YOUP 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





We go forth not merely to gain a partisan advantage, 
but pledged to give to those who trust us the utmost bene- 
fits of a@ pure and honest administration of national 
affairs.—GROVER CLEVELAND. 





e know, as we go to press, that 
Governor Cleveland is elected President 
of the United States. We know also that an 
attempt will be made to cheat him of his vic- 
tory. We feel assured that no such attempt 
can succeed. 
* 7 * 


At this moment, it is hard to realize that the 
struggle is over. The hand still hollows itself 
to the sword-hilt; the ear still rings with the 
familiar battle-cry; tired muscles still spring 
into nervous tension at a word. Harder yet is 
it to grasp the fact that a victory has been won 
more important, more sweeping in its effects 
than we had dared to hope for. For we must 
look not only to the immediate and visible re- 
sults of oyr work. What has been done reaches 
deeper. We believe that to-day the men who 
have given themselves over for three months 
to this pernicious madness are heartily and 
truly ashamed of themselves, and sincerely 
glad that their folly has miscarried. Coming 
to their senses, now that the bewildering din is 
over, they see the mischief that they so nearly 
brought upon us; and they are thankful, whe- 
ther avowedly or in their secret hearts, to the 
men who fought and conquered them. 


* 
* * 


Every man of them must wish, in his heart, 
that he had been with us: through the fight. 
Hard and cruel as these five months have been, 
they have given us a glory that even our re- 
pentant foes can never share. When the insult 
of Blaine’s nomination was offered us on that 
wretched day in June, the cry went through 
the land, from the few brave souls that had 
fought and failed at Chicago—* Who’s for the 
Right?” It was the application of the touch- 
stone. Who’s for the Right? Who’s for the 
Right? ‘The cry was answered. Here and 
there arose a man who was not afraid to meet 
the storm of abuse and outrage. It was but as 
two or three gathered together in the name of 
honesty; but a spirit was with them that gave 
power to their hands and courage to their hearts. 
They were called traitors and Pharisees. Every 
name of obloquy that brutal arrogance could 
find was hurled at them. If they had been out- 





laws or conspirators against the public good, 
they would have fared better. And yet they 
had banded together in the unselfish desire to 
save the nation they loved from an ineradicable 
disgrace. 

* , . 

All through the weary, hopeless Summer 
months the little band toiled on, in spite of 
jeers and curses. Day by day brought slow 
accessions to the ranks, and as their power 
grew, the bitterness of their enemies increased. 
They were assailed with new forms of vitupera- 
tion and misrepresentation. They saw around 
them a heedless people led by howling dema- 
gogues to their own destruction. How great— 
how seemingly impossible was the task of turn- 
ing back that mad crowd! The people had 
closed their eyes to wisdom and their ears to 
reason. ‘They had hardened their hearts against 
the living truth; they were running after false 
gods. And with the spirit of the olden prophets 
in them, these men whom they insulted and 
cast out and evilly intreated labored with them 
night and day; argued, pleaded, expostulated. 
Sooner or later, here or there, they won a man 
to listen to them and brought him over to aid 
them. The time grew shorter. The dema- 
gogues shouted louder, and the blind people 
quickened their pace. The cry of danger only 
maddened them, and they pushed onward, draw- 
ing nearer and nearer to a fall from which they 


might never arise. 
* 


- & 
Only by a hairsbreadth have they been 
checked on the very verge of dishonor. And 
there are madmen enough yet, we do not doubt, 
to push the crowd over the edge, if they have 
strength enough to do it. But the reaction has 
come. Brought to a standstill, even against 
their will, men are looking about them and ask- 
ing themselves: What are we doing? Where 
are we going? And when they realize the peril 
which they have escaped, a profound shame 
must fill their souls, that so poor a thing as a 
demagogue’s blatant shriek should have led 
them into such excess. What! because a self- 
appointed leader has cried to them that he is 
aggressive, that he is bold, that he is brilliant, 
they have forgotten honor, decency and com- 
mon-sense to follow him like sheep to the 
shambles! Can this be possible with the nation 
that Washington founded, and that Lincoln 
led? A moment of self-inspection has now 
come to these men. We believe that a great 
and wholesome humiliation will lead them to 
look into their own souls and see the perverted 
ugliness that a brief madness has made there. 
And we believe that those to whom this en- 
lightenment comes will have done with such 
madness forever. 
* 9 * 


| his country’s honor. 


Moreover, we are sure that they are, or will | 


be, grateful to those who stood between them 
and their desires. 
no slight thing to make a stand against such a 
popular outburst as threatened the future of 
this country last Summer. It. is true enough 
that there was no real heart, no genuine vitality 


in the movement started by a tricky politician | 


Let us say now that it was | 











and his tools for disgracefully sordid ends, But 
there is enough in mere popular momentum to 
make opposition a serious thing. It is easy 
enough to go with the crowd and shout; hard 
enough to stand still and bar the way of a mob, 


* 
+ * 


You say lightly: Yes, the Independents, and 
the Zimes and the Post and Harper's Weekly and 
Puck did good work in the campaign. Stop 
and think what that means—especially when 
you say it of papers. You are accustomed to 
think of these journals as so many columns of 
brevier and nonpareil, and so many pages of 
pictures. But you must remember that behind 
all this type and ink and paper are Men. Men 
who made up their minds—often in the sincere 
belief that they were periling their material in- 
terests—to perform the duty they clearly saw 
before them. Men who through all these wild 
months have toiled, with brain and hand, in 
dull offices, bearing the heavy Summer days 
when the lightest labor was a burden. Men 
who with sore hearts and troubled souls have 
labored to save fools, for the fools’ own sake. 
Men whose reward, even of gratiiude, will be 
scant enough at the best. 


* 
* * 


Stay. We take that back. We have our 
reward, and a generous reward, we who have 
worked with voice and pen and pencil. The 
task has been hard. The end we saw not. We 
had faith only in our cause; not in its imme- 
diate success, But even if the machinations of 
politicians were to overturn the result of last 
week’s election, we still have gained that whic) 
‘cannot be taken from us. We have found un: 
another. 


* 
* * 


That is the best and greatest thing we have 
done. It is painful to think that there is enough 
weakness and blindness among our people to 
make such things possible as we have seen this 
Summer. but also it is a compensation to 
know that there is an element that may be 
surely and ‘absolutely trusted—an element of 
clear-headed honesty and indomitable patriot- 
ism. We who have fought for the right these 
five months have been drawn closely together. 


* 
* * 


Each man knows his neighbor’s heart as he 
would never have known it had not this trial 
come upon us. Moved by one common love 
of country, we have given speech to those nobler 
aspirations that are but too likely to wither and 
die, unformulated and unspoken, in the dull 
conventionality of peace. The trouble we have 
all felt has revealed to each man how dear to 
his heart were those things of which in calmer 
times he thought but lightly—his country and 
In this fiery furnace 
through which we have passed, cynicism and 
indifference have been burnt clean out of us, 
We who have stood this test will never here- 
after speak lightly or irreverently of that great 
idea which we call patriotism; and if ever our 
country needs us again, we shall not look in 
doubt to see who stands shoulder to shoulder 
with us to defend her. 






































PUCK. 

















THE ART CRAZE IN CHINA. 


Wun Socks Collection ‘of American Pictures and 
Bric-a-Brac. 








Mr. Wun Sock, the noted Occidental trav. , 
eler, is lecturing in the Chinese provinces with 
great success on “ Decorative Art.” Mr. Wun 
Sock was for many years a resident of New 
York, and is widely known in his own country 
as the author of “Chatham Square Through 
Almond Eyes,’’ “ The Steppes of Mott Street,” 
“ Hitting the Pipe in Many Climes,” and other 
interesting volumes of travel and adventure. 

During his sojourn in this city this distin- 
guished Celestial savant amassed a fortune esti- 
mated at $896, and, on his return to his native | 
land with this fabulous sum in gold dollars, 
became at once a person of the highest im- 
portance. He was raised to the peerage with 
the rank of Mandarin of the first degree, and 
received from the Emperor the decoration of 
the Grand Order of the Starched Cuff. Clothed 
in the costly insignia of this ancient order of 
knighthood, he was féted by the aristocratic | 
and conservative old Flat-Iron Club of Shang- 
hai, whose members vied with one another in 
doing him honor. 

The Flat-Iron Club has always taken the 
lead in matters pertaining to art and literature, 
and its rooms are decorated with many rare 
and costly pictures and curiosities. On the oc- 
casion of the banquet two extremely interesting 
specimens were taken from one of the ebony cab- 
inets, and placed before Wun Sock for inspec- 
tion. ‘They were slates discovered in American 
bar-rooms and covered with strange hieroglyph- 
ics. ‘These characters were deciphered by the 
noted traveler to the satisfaction of all present. 
He also presented to the club a slate which he 
had brought with him from New York, and 
which, he declared, was a great rarity, even in 
the district where it had been found, because 
it bore no hieroglyphics whatever. 

So great was the interest excited by Wun 
Sock’s descriptions of the marvels of the new 
world that he was invited to give an exhibition 
of the works of art and pieces of dric-d-brac 
which he had brought back with him, and to 
deliver a lecture on them and the strange things 
which had befallen him during his travels. He 
acceded to the request, and the “ Sock Collec- 
tion’? soon became the talk of literary and 
artistic China. In this collection were several 
expensive specimens of American mural dec- 
oration. 

“These,” said the lecturer: “are called mot- 
tos. They are made by the native women 
from worsted and card-board. The inscrip- 
tions, which must be read from left to right, 
are usually of a pacific or religious nature. This 
one, entitled ‘Wait Till the Clouds Roll By,’ 
was found in one of the doubtful States just 
before the October elections.” 

Some vivid bits of Autumnal coloring, entitled, 
“Tm Grandmama Now,” “Fast Asleep and 
Wide Awake,” “A Basket of Peaches,” and | 
“ Simply to Thy Cross I Cling,’ were viewed | 
with great interest by the Celestial art critics. 

The lecturer called their attention to a hiero- 
glyphic inscription on the back of each one, 
which, he declared, proved them to be genuine 
products of American Decorative Art. The 
inscription was carefully copied into the note- 
books of all present, and was, “Given away | 
with a pound of our best tea.”’ 

The highly interesting assortment of dric-a- 
brac included the following: 

Growler formerly worked by the Mott Street 
Gang. 

Brick thrown by the Gang through the win- 
dow of the Wun Sock laundry. 

Tumbler taken from the back room of New 
England drug-store. The nicks on the edges 
were made by the false teeth of real deacons. 











In a glass case were exposed to view a red 
flannel shirt, a pair of socks, and a pair of over- 
alls, constituting the famous ‘‘ Gilhooley wash,” 
the subject of a legal controversy which occu- 
pied the calendar of the Supreme Court of the 
United States for a period of two years. ‘The 
plaintiff in this celebrated case lost his wash- 
ticket, and sought legal aid for the recovery of 
his effects. Wun Sock, at whose laundry the gar- | 
ments had been washed, aroused all Mott Street | 
with the war-cry: ‘No tickee, no shirtee!”’ 
A monster mass-meeting was held to ratify Wun 
Sock’s determination to resist oppression, and 
to raise funds for legal expenses. The most | 
eminent counsel were secured, and the “Gil- | 
hooley wash case”’ triumphantly carried to the 
Supreme Court. 

After a long and tedious litigation a decision 
was finally handed down in Wun Sock’s favor. 
The Gilhooley wash was placed in a glass care 
and publicly exhibited in the laundry as a sol- 
emn warning to all patrons not to lose their | 
tickets, J. L. Foro. 











MORTAR AND IMMORTALITY. 


Puckerings. 


I ’vE oft been to the 
circus, 

Likewise the min- 

. strel-show, 

( / 9 , But now unto the 
- roller 

Skating-rink I go, 
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| Zz Sometimes upon the 
, rollers 
I shoot across the 
floor, 
Sometimes upon my 
spinal- 
Column I dropand 
roar, 


Sometimes it seems the planking 
From under me swiftly goes, 
And then I go a-sliding 
Along upon my nose. 


I ’m just one mass of abrasions, 
My facial beauty ’s marred, 

About me I have enough splinters 
To start a Jumber-yard. 


I ’ve knocked out several grinders, 
I ’m sprained, and sad, and sore; 
But I ’ll stick to roller-skating, 
For I like it more and more 


Each day that I don the rollers, 
And I shall like it while 

It bounces me round like a foot-ball, 
Because it is all the style. 
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BUTLER IS DEFEATED, BUT THE WORKINGMAN’S 
PROCEsSION GOES ON FOREVER. 


HeEap-Work—Shampooing. 





| A Foorpap—The Cork Sole. 


THE THING that makes us sad and sore, 
And anything but gay, 
Is to think about the campaign-jokes 
That on Election Day 
Flowed through our pate, 
When to use them it was too late, 


Pror. E. W. GILLiaM writes in the North 
| American Review on the African problem, The 
| paper doesn’t satisfy us. We thought it an at- 
tempt to prove the great African problem of 
how to steal chickens alive without having them 
cackle, or the still greater Africdn problem of 
how to secure the three aces every time. 





Not FROM THE CHINESE.—An umbrella won’t 
keep off the lightning. He is a wise man that 


| knows his own mother-in-law. Every servant- 


girl has her day off. He is a wise man who 
lays something aside for a holiday. You will 
never miss the water till your garret-tank is 
empty, and you have to pump it full from the 
cistern, peg! Sh 

A NOTED SCIENTIST devotes ten pages of a 
rather heavy periodical to the question: “Is 
there more than one moon?” A gentleman 
who was leaning against the lamp-post in front 
of his house the other night solved the problem 
to his own satisfaction at least, and gravely an- 


| nounces that there are certainly three, and per- 


haps more. 


JOHN, WHAT on earth are you doing?” 

“Don’t bother me now, dear, I can’t talk 
while I’m doing this,’ answered John, as he 
crouched down, balanced himself on one leg, 
and then pushed himself into a standing pos- 
ture.” 

“ But what is it all for?” 

“Hush! You interrupt me,” he said, as he 
let drive a tremendous kick at a swinging sand- 
bag. 

f But I want to know why you are doing it?” 

“ Well, blank it, then, I’m strengthening my 
legs so I can jump off the ferry-boat when she 
isn’t within fifteen feet of the slip. I’m bound 
to do it or die.” 
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AN AUTUMN WISH. 





This is the time of year when I think I should 
like to be a wasp—a long, saucy wasp with a 
red polonaise, and a wicked eye, and a stiletto 
in my other end, with which I could make my- 
self interesting to the man who would perchance 
force himself obnoxiously into my society. 

If I were a wasp I would bid farewell to my 


relatives and friends, and fly into the chamber | 
window of a comfortable-looking house, one of | 


these sunny days when the chamber was being 
aired. ‘Then 1 would make my way leisurely 
to the clothes-press, and select the pair of Spring 
trousers hanging next the flue, and crawl well 


up into the warmest leg, and fold my hands | 


across my bosom, and wrap my wings about 
me, and shut my eyes, and sink into a calm re- 
pose, whilst thinking pleasantly of the sweet 
and warmful hence. 

And all through the long, and cold, and 
stormy Winter I would sleep on with an empty 
stomach and never a care or the pang of a cold 
and aching foot. 

The butcher, nor the baker, nor the coal- 
dealer with a bill for nine tons of anthracite at 
six dollars and seventy-five cents a ton, nor the 
frequent rent-collector trying to jerk the bell- 
puil out by the roots, nor the sixty-days note 
falling due with a dull, sickening thud, would 
have terrors for me. ‘Their cruel, relentless 
work might go on with no postponement on 
account of the weather, and I would all the 
while rest me as calmly as a policeman on his 
lonely beat. 

It might rain, and snow, and hail, and blow; 
pork and beans and dried apples might go up 
till the demon of famine would stalk about, 
grinning a hideous grin and dining off his boot- 
straps; and yet, as long as those old Spring 
trousers hung undisturbed upon their accus- 
tomed peg I would know naught but pleasant 
dreams, to which I had sunk with the conscious- 
ness that some one would wake and call me 
early, and that I would be on deck and ready 
for business in the mellow, gentle Spring. 

Failures, panics, the bursting water-pipes, the 
avaricious plumber with his bill under his arm, 
the brindle pup that tries to sing Italian opera 
beneath my casement through the long and 

_tedious night, the man who comes in to sell an 
encyclopedia in one hundred and forty-seven 
parts at fifty cents a part, and leaves the door 
open—even the sheriff with a writ of fire-you- 
out would disturb me not. I would lay me 
close to the warm Spring trousers next to the 
flue, and let the cold, and selfish, and hungry 
world wag on according to its own sweet will 
and testament. 

Then, when the Spring-time would come, 
gentle Annie, and the first little flowerlets would 
begin to peep at one another on the sunny hill- 
sides, and the busy housewife would bring out 
her little bags of garden-seeds, and the fish- 
horn would herald glad tidings of fresh her- 
rings at twenty cents a string, and all Nature 
would begin to warm up to her work, I would 
open one eye, and stretch myself, and run out 
my stinger an inch or two to learn if it were in 


good working order. ‘Then I would turn over: 


on the other side for a short nap before getting 
up and shaking off the lethargy that follows a 
six-months’ sleep, preparatory to resuming the 
active duties of life. 

After a while a man would come up-stairs 
and open the clothes-press, and peer back into 
its dim .recesses, and take from their peg his 
loved trousers that would remind him of the 
green grass, and the bleating of Jambs, and a 
fall in the price of butter, and all else that 
bringeth joyousness in the balmy but rheumatic 
Spring. He would look at those trousers fondly, 
for mayhap they would call up old and pleasant 
memories of the time he had sat with a delib- 
erate duil thud in the custard-pie at the Sun- 
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Ler BARBERS BE REQUIRED TO WEAR DiIviNG-HELMETS—THEN THEY CAN SEE AND HEAR, BUT 


THEY CAn’r TALK. 








day-school picnic. He would satisfy himself 
that none of the buttons were missing, and then 
he would prepare to wear those trousers to 
church. 


He would be a pious, bald-headed deacon— 


mayhap the man who passes the contribution- 
plate and says “Amen” at regular intervals, 
without regard as to whether it hits in the right 
place or not. He would button his suspenders 
on those Spring trousers with great calmness 
and deliberation, and without a thought that | 
had preémpted them with the intention of hold- 
ing possession till the atmosphere felt kindly 
toward a long, saucy, thinly-clad wasp with a 
red polonaise and a bad, wicked eye. 

And while this pious deacon in his Spring 
trousers and Sunday smile would sit upon the 
side of the bed to tie his shoes I would begin 
to feel warmer than usual, and a bit crowded, 
and the conviction would dawn upon me that 
gentle Spring had surely come. Then I would 
open both my eyes, and wipe off my counte- 
nance, and stretch my limbs, and feel of my 
polonaise with my hind-legs to see if it were 
straight; and when I had collected a bunch of 
my scattered thoughts I would know there was 
some one in those comfortable Spring trousers 
beside myself. Perchance I would be pinched 
a little, and thoroughly warmed by the heat of 
passion and a warm Spring leg, and 1 would 
decide to open the performance without a pre- 
liminary announcement. I would brace myself 
for the overture, and run my stinger into the 
limb of that unsuspecting deacon clear up to 


| the handle. 


Then,-as the deacon would jump straight up 
and down and yell “ Fire!’ and “ Police!” and 
“ Murder!”” and “Take him off!’ I would re- 
peat the dose, and the higher he would jump, 
and the louder he would yell, the more intensely 
interesting [ would make it for him. 1 would 
smile and crawl around to a fresh place, and 
throw all the enthusiasm of my warm and im- 
petuous nature into the business before the con- 
vention; and while the owner of the Spring 





trousers would be making extemporaneous re- 
marks and tearing buttons with marvelous zeal, 
I would rest me not nor pause in the work be- 
hind me until he would escape from those trou- 
sers, perchance just as his good wife and two 
visiting sisters in the church, brought hither by 
his cries for help, would appear full upon the 
scene. Then, as the visiting sisters would cover 
their faces with their hands, and the good owner 
of the Spring trousers would crawl under the 
bed with a swift, sudden motion, I would come 
forth from the small end of my winter palace 
and fly from the window, and sniffing the balmy 
air of gentle Spring, I would enter heartily and 
with great é/a¢ into the business and festivities 
of the season. 

That is the sort of long, saucy wasp with a 
red polonaise, and a wicked eye, and a stiletto 
in my other end, that I think I would like to 
be. Scotr Way. 








“ RHYME IS Money” quotes Lord Tennyson 
gaily, as he sells a tiny poem to a child’s maga- 
zine for $500. Some such lyrical snap as this, 
for instance: 

Minnie and Winnie, 
In northern New York, 
Pinned a gold butterfly 
Onto a cork. 
Minnie was happy, 
And Winnie was glad, 
But the good butterfly 
Was very sad. 

But Lord Tennyson wails like the sobbing 
sea and gnashes his teeth like a cross-cut saw 
when his Gracious Sovereign commands him 
to write a sonnet on the death of her cat, and 
he knows that he will get nothing extra for it 
outside of his salary as Poet Laureate. 





Rev. Dr. E. E. Hate has contributed an ar- 
ticle to the North Am rican Review which ought 
to take immensely with pedagogues and school- 
boys. It is called “ Half-Time in Schools.” 
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CORREOPSIS. 





O yellow star the low winds love to sway 
And softly fondle in the long light hours, 
When gay Apollo shoots in fervid showers 
Great golden shafis across the garden-way, 
Thou art of those sweet things that gild the gray 
Sad semi-tone of Life, where trouble lowers, 
Into a perfect dream of love and flowers, 
Fleeting down all the fair resplendent day! 


Roses for daintier hands; zou art for me, 

My red-gold bunch of splendor, bold and brave— 
I know my sleep would deeper, restfuller be 

Did thou but blaze and bloom above my grave. 


Still, though I love thee, yet, there is no stealing 
Thee from the fancy frieze beneath my ceiling. 
EpwarpD WICK. 








A CHEERFUL HOTEL. 





A news item states that a “ Hotel for Dys- 
peptics”’ is about to be erected in one of our 
leading cities. 

Such an institution, like the third daily news- 
paper projected in a rural town, will fill the 
proverbial long-felt want, and will doubtless be 
incontinently followed by hotels for rheumatics, 
hotels for torpid livers, hotels for persons af- 
flicted with in-growing nails, and so forth, 

There will be a wholesome and cheerful va- 
riety in the conversations heard at the break- 
fast-table in the Hotel for Dyspeptics. The 
boarders will file in to their matutinal meal, 
wearing brilliant - American - humorist counte- 
nances and a depressed air. 
regale each other with discussions on the latest 
opera, or the political outlook, or the automatic 
laws of nature, or the tariff, or Porkburne’s new 
poems, “ Brain Burdens Unburdened,” or any 
other light and frivolous subject of that charac- 
ter. The topics treated in their multiform as- 
pects will be more practical and instructive, 
and sound like a double-column patent-medi- 
cine advertisement, fourth page, next to read- 
ing matter—beware of counterfeits. 

The bald-headed man in gold glasses and 
white choker will not squander his breath in 
the vain endeavor to impress upon the non-re- 
ceptive mind of the cadaverous, sallow-visaged 
chap on his left the vital fact that the differ- 
entiation and disintegration, in their mutual 
relation to evolution, and in reverse parallelity 
to the universal immanence, is a hypothesis 
counteracting and disproving the theory that 


They will not | 





the unconditioned and indestructible force is 
dissimilar in its fixity to the unfixableness of 
non-existing matter—the Concord School of 
Philosophy to the contrary notwithstanding. 
Nor will the female on the opposite side of the 
table, with bandolined bangs and a fluffy neck- 
ruffle, entertain the funereal-looking woman on 
her right with vivid descriptions of the latest 
sweet things in pelerines and pelisses and fichus 
and the like, and exude more knowledge on 
the subject in five minutes than a fashion mag- 
azine contains in six months, 

A long-haired individual will take a seat at 
the head of the table, with a wheezy groan, and 
a female in black alpaca and with prominent 
shoulder-blades will sink into a chair with a 
weary, languid, life-not-worth-living thud, and 
in a few minutes the guests will all be seated, 
and the conversation will become lively and 
edifying, and blow along about as follows: 

“Well, Mr. Grusom, how is your health this 
morning ?”’ 

** Poorly enough, Mr. Chipley. I rested some- 
what better last night, but I am not yet rid of 
that heavy, dragging, griping, oppressive pain 
in my cardiac region. I have a disagreeable 
feeling of goneness in my stomach, and my 
appetite has not materially improved. Will you 
please pass the bran-crackers ?” 

“IT hope, Miss Grumbull, that you are re- 
joicing in improved health?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Browne, I certainly have derived 
some benefit from my sojourn here. [ am no 
longer subject to spells of dizziness, and I have 
n’t had a nervous spasm for two days. ‘That 
is real encouraging, isn’t it? ‘Two weeks ago I 
could scarcely breathe, and life was becoming 
a nightmare; but I have hopes now of being 
fully restored to health, Tl thank you for a 
charcoal-biscuit.” “mat 

“Mr. Longface, you don’t appear to relish 
your food. Is there anything that will tempt 
your appetite? Won’t you try some of this 
rice-gruel ?” 

“ No, thanks, 
the Inquisition. Palpitation of the heart, nausea, 


giddiness, a crushing weight on my chest—I | 


have ’em all. Yes, thanks, I wil/ try a little of 
the oat-meal cake.”’ 


“‘ Miss Bloom, I think you are looking a little | 


better this morning. May I heip you to some 
of the bran-mush ?” 

‘I feel somewhat better. I must have slept 
four hours last night, and was not troubled 





a —_ -- 


I am suffering the tortures of | 


with horrible, harrowing dreams. The shoot- 
ing pains between my shoulder-blades are less 
severe, and my sick headache has entirely dis- 
appeared. A small bit of the bran-mush, if 
you please.” 

“Mr. Morose, have you experienced any re- 
lief since your arrival here?” 

“Um—well, yes; I must say I have. My 
appetite is a little keener, and I haven’t that 
weary, tired, exhausted feeling. I have gained 
a pound in weight in five weeks, and I now take 
a less pessimistic view of life. Ill trouble you 
for some of the wheaten grits,” 

“And so, Mr. Jenkinson, you are going to 
leave us to-morrow ?”” 

“Yes. DPve been here two months, and 
haven’t derived a particle of benefit—not a 
particle. I have cold night-sweats as much as 
ever, and distressing headaches, and choking, 
smothering sensations, and nervous chills, and 
severe attacks of giddiness, and a disagreeable 
taste in the mouth, and an intense feeling of 
languor, and a heavy pain in the left side, and 
—and I’m utterly miserable. Waiter, you may 
bring me a couple of sugar-coated tonic pills 
and a cup of hot water.” 

And thus the stream of conversation will flow 
around the breakfast-table in a joyous ripple, 
imparting both pleasure and instruction, After 
the meal is disposed of, the boarders will mean- 
der out of the dining-hall discussing their re- 
spective ailments, and wondering if it is going 
to rain. 

The woman with bandolined bangs will drift 
| into the parlor, take a seat at the piano, and, 
in a tired voice, warble “The Heart Bowed 
Down,” or some other refreshing ditty. ‘The 
man with gold spectacles and a bald head will 
retire to the reading-room, and absorb mental 
pabulum in the shape of “ Bolus on Dyspepsia”’ 
and “Quacque on Indigestion.” ‘Three or 
four bibulously-inclined young men will wander 
into the bar-room, and one of them will pro- 
duce his pocket-book and call out: 

“Well, boys, what’ll you have ?” 

And four voices will reply in unison: 

“Tl take a little magnesia.” 

“Gimme some cast-iron hop bitters,” 

“ll try a bottle of your Indigestion Specific.” 

** Mix me a snifter of pepsin.’”* . 

Some one has said that the Americans are a 
_nation of dyspeptics. A National Dyspeptic 
_ Hotel, therefore, should make more money than 
| a brewery. W. 














FAIR EXCHANGE.—A TRAGEDY IN 
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PUCK. 





THE APPROACHING HUMORIST. 


[No. XXV.] . 
seg HE following letter 











has been received, 
and as it incloses no 
unsmirched _ postage- 
stamp to insure a pri- 
vate reply, I take great 
pleasure. in answering 
it through the columns 
of Puck. 


CHRISTIAN, KANSAS, 
Sept. 22nd, ’84. ; 
Dear Sir: 

I am studying for a Hu- 
morist. Could you help me 
to some of the JOLIEsT 
Rooks that are written? 
With some of the best Jokes of the Day &c &c &c. 

Also what it would be best for me to do fur to become 
an Humorist 

I am said to be a Natural Born Humorist by my friends 
and all I need is Cultivation to make my mark 

Please reply by return mail. 

Kindly Yours 
HERMAN A. H, 


For some time I have been grieving over the 
dearth of humor in America, and wondering 
who the great coming humorist was to be. Sev- 
eral papers have already deplored the lack of 
humor in our land, but they have not been able 
to put their finger on the approaching humorist 
of the age. * Just as we had begun to despair, 
however, here he comes, quietly and unosten- 
tatiously, modestly and ungrammatically. Un- 
heralded and silently, like Maud S. or any other 
eminent man, he slowly rises above the Kansas 
horizon, and tells us that it will be impossible 
to conceal his identity any longer. He is the 
approaching humorist of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. 

It is a serious matter, Herman, to prescribe 
a course of study that will be exactly what you 
need to bring you out. Perhaps you might do 
well to take a Kindergarten course in spelling 
and the rudiments of grammar; still, that ‘is not 
absolutely necessary. A friend of mine named 
Billings has done well as a humorist, though his 
knowledge of spelling seems to be pitiably de- 
ficient. Grammar is convenient where a hu- 
morist desires to put on style or show off before 
the crowned heads, but it is not absolutely in- 
dispensable. 

Regarding the “ Joliest Books’’ necessary for 
your perusal in order to chisel your name on 
the eternal tablets of fame, tastes will certainly 
differ. Iam almost sorry that you wrote me, 
because we might not agree. You write like 





Kindergarten Course 








one of these “ Joly”? humorists such as people 
employ to go along with a picnic and be the 
life of the party, and whose presence through- 
out the country has been so depressing. If one 
may be allowed to judge of your genius by the 
few autograph lines forwarded, you belong to 
that class of brain-workers upon whom devolves 
the solemn duty of pounding sand. If you are 
really a brain-worker, will you kindly inform 
the writer whose brain you are working now, 
and how you like it as far as you have gone? 

American humor has burst forth from all 
kinds of places nearly. The various professions 
have done their share. One has risen from a 
tramp until he is wealthy and dyspeptic, and 
another was blown up on a steamboat before he 
knew that he was a humorist. 

Suppose you try that, Herman. 
one of the very successful humorists of the day, 
both in a literary and a financial way, was 
blown up by a steamboat before he bloomed 
forth into the full flush and flower of success. 
Try that, Herman. It is a severe test, but it is 
bound to be a success, Even if it should be 
disastrous to you, it will be rich in its beneficial 
results to those who escape. 

Prepare a few dying words and forward them 
to me, so that in case of accident we might be 
prepared for the worst, then excurt up and 
down the Great Parent of Waters on its father’s 
side until the boiler bursts, ‘Then will our mor- 
bid curiosity be gratified. 

You will either come down one of America’s 
most grotesque humorists, or you will land in 





M. Quad, | 


| 


such a diversified and concussed condition that | 


it will be no great disappointment to you, any- 
way. Try this, Herman, and, if you desire, I 
will procure the signatures of a large mass of 
people throughout the United States who would 


be perfectly willing that you should try the ex- | 


periment. BILL NYE, 








“ FATHE fatl i | - 
i er en, cone Rome with tae nee, | gles in the most thoroughly Independent Re- 


| publican fashion. 


The clock in the steeple strikes one; 
Mania she is ill and the baby is worse, 
And no food ’s in the house but a bun.” 


“Daughter, dear daughter, come down off the 
roof; 
When the clock in the steeple strikes three, 
They ’ll shut up the place and they ’ll give me 
the bounce, 
And then I wit fare home with thee.’’ 





WE pow?’T pretend to be book publishers, 
but we should say, gentle Elfrida, that calf 
would be the most appropriate binding for love- 
poems, 


== ; 
SEAN HA 
SS i 


~ SASS 


in Spelling. 


ANECDOTES OF ROYALTY. 





PREPARED BY THE ROYAL AND IMPERIAL 
PRESS AGENTS. 





Not long ago the Queen drove over to Loch 
Oat-Meal to make arrangements for the erec- 
tion of a cairn on the spot where John Brown 
barked his shin three years before. 

A brisk shower coming up, it became neces- 
sary for the royal party to take refuge in a 
laborer’s cottage, where they were hospitably 
received by the gude wife, who had no idea of 
the exalted station of her guests. Placing chairs 
in front of the fire, she invited the Queen to 
partake of a ball of choice Scotch whiskey. 

The latter, charmed with the naiz/é of her 
hostess, replied that she didn’t care if she did, 
and proceeded to pour out about three fingers 
of the real. stuff. 

“ Hoot, mon!’ exclaimed the worthy old 
crone, as she saw her visitor drain the glass 
without a wink: “that’s a pretty stiff drink.” 

‘The Queen was so delighted with this flash 
of Scotch wit that she gave orders to her secre- 
tary to send the woman a new sixpence and a 
copy of her “ Journal in the Highlands,” 





The habits of the Emperor Francis Joseph 
are extremely simple. He usually rises at six 
in the morning and partakes of “snadsky,” a 
sort of Hungarian pancake, and a cup of black 
coffee. Then the dispatches and letters are 
brought to him, and until ten o’clock he is 
closeted with his secretary. At ten the mem- 
bers of the Imperial family are admitted to 
his ante-chamber, and all sit down to a déjeuner 
@ la fourchetle, of which the Austrian “ pink- 


| snag” is the chief dish. 





| 
| 





At eleven o’clock the Emperor gives audience 
to the palace tradespeople, with whom he hag- 


After having cut down the 
bills of the butcher, baker and candlestick- 
maker, he receives his ministers, who are fre- 
quently invited to drive with him. About this 
time the Imperial morning “nip” is brought 
in by a lackey in crimson-and-gold livery. The 
afternoon is spent in riding or driving, and at 
eight o’clock dinner is served in the State ban- 
queting hall, and in the evening the Emperor 
sits down to his favorite game of écar/é with 
his ministers. At eleven o’clock the keys of 
the wine-closet and tea-caddy are brought to 
the Empress, and, after a “ night-cap,”’ the Im- 
perial family retire to their apartments, and 
soon His Majesty’s snores are the only sounds 
heard in the palace. 


The German Emperor frequently journeys 
through the country attended only by his pri- 
vate secretary, his chamberlain and two of 
Pinkerton’s detectives. 

Not long ago he entered a little village where 
the happy peasants were dancing on the green 
in honor of the Frankfurter sausage harvest 
which had just been gathered. 

For some time the Emperor remained a silent 
and unnoticed spectator of the sports. He 
fancied that no one recognized him; but soon 
a little boy who had been eyeing him intently 
for several minutes approached the carriage, 
leading a yellow dog of uncanny aspect. Doff- 
ing his cap, the little fellow addressed his 
sovereign in these words: 

“Hay, Kaiser, don’t you want to buy a 
dorg ?” 

His Majesty was so flattered by the attention, 
and so pleased with the little peasant’s wit, that 
he purchased the animal at a reduced price, 
and gave orders to have him tied under the 
carriage and so conveyed to the palace, 












































HINTS TO HOUSE-KEEPERS. 


1, 


Go to house-keeping as soon as you are mar- 
ried. If you can’t get a brown-stone front, get 
a flat; if you can’t get a flat, get a cottage in 
the country. No matter how small it may be, 
have a place that is all your own, and that you 
can call your home. Don’t go and board with 
your mother-in-law because she offers to take 
you cheap. ‘That is the greatest mistake any 
man ever made. Get out and start in on your 
own hook. You will make ludicrous mistakes, 
and all the neighbors will roar with laughter, 
and tell you about the mistakes they made 
when they commenced, No woman was ever | 
a perfect house-keeper at the start; but if she | 
waited to become perfect without practice or 
experience, she would wait all her life in vain. | 

At the beginning you will order three hun- | 
dred oysters for four persons; you will try to 
light wood with coal; you will hang things out 
in the rain to dry; you will put the ivory-han- 
dled knives in the hot water; you will shine 
the silverware with the oxalic acid intended 
to polish up the boiler; you will use your best | 
flat-iron to drive nails in the wall; you will pry 
up tacks with the carving-knife; you will open 
cans with the hatchet, and trim lamps with the 
can-opener; you will remove corks with the 
forks and break off a prong every time, and 
you will use the potato-masher whenever you 
want to mash the dog. ‘The butcher will sell 
you his stalest cuts at the top price, and you 
won’t weigh it after it comes home to see how | 
many ounces short it is. 

But you will learn better after awhile. When 
you have been house-keeping a year you will 
know that mutton doesn’t come off a calf, and 
corned beef off a sea-cow. ‘The best way to 
learn house-keeping is to commence prepared 
to make mistakes. You can learn more about 
house-keeping in one day’s experience than you 
can in a hundred books on the subject. What 
is the use of studying anything that you are | 
sure to learn better without study? Besides, 
you can learn a great many things that are not 
down in the books. 

You are never taught by a book on house- | 
keeping that the head of the stairs is the wrong 
place to keep the toilet-soap; but when you 
start for the breakfast-table some morning, and 
put your heel on the cake of soap that is wait- 
ing for you at the top, and go all the way down 
in one step, you come to the conclusion that 
the top of the stairs is not where the soap be- 
longs. And this great truth becomes more in- 
delibly impressed on your mind than if you 
read it fifty thousand times in a domestic 
guide-book. 

‘The house-keeping guide-book doesn’t call , 
upon you to counsel the girl not to light the 
fire with kerosene; but after one girl has tried 
it you know the folly of such a proceeding 
better and more lastingly than if you had learned 
it out 6f a book. Kerosene is all right when 
you don’t fool with it yourself. Let the girl 
fool with it as much as she pleases. If she suc- 
ceeds in lighting the wood, well and good. If 
she doesn’t, you have a nice hole in the roof 
for a new chimney. 

Don’t be too particular about having your 
house furnished in the latest style. If you can’t 
afford the latest style, denounce the latest style 
as modern and vulgar. Get all the old things | 
you can at asecond-hand store, and people will 
think you’re esthetic. Everything will breathe | 
antiquity, and give you the air of being cultured 
and refined. Every time your boy kicks the paint 
off a chair it will add to its antiquity and value. 
After you have worn it and battered it about for 
eight or ten years, it will be worth more than it | 
was when new. When your furniture begins to get | 
threadbare and unpresentable, have it covered | 
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FREDDY’S SLATE 


Anp His LitrLe Letter To THE Eprror. 






































newyoarknoavemberleven 


dear puck 


we hav bin haven sum moar fun This time itt 
wos fun with A sterrey optercan 

a sterrey optercan is a mashene four maken | 
pickchers on A shete 

a man putts a litel glas pickcher in a lanturn 
with A noase on to it an lites up an thare you 
ar with The pickcher on the shete 

thay hav bin havin a sterrey optercan at | 
my sundy scool the man whoo runs It is a | 
sought of depty parson with a lawng coté An 
wite ty 

he wos maken it giv a panner rammer of the | 


| 





| wholly land incloodin senes in pallustine purshur 


an gerooslem | 
that was alrite as far As it went but jim jon- ! 


with muslin, and every one will think it is cov- 
ered with costly satin, too rich for the light of 
day. 

If you have some cheap pictures that are not 
sky-high works of art, drape them heavily with 
mosquito-netting, and the chance visitor will | 
think they are by the old masters. 

R. K. M. 


As THE ferry-boat was crossing the river, she | 
stopped for a moment to allow a string of canal- 
boats to pass. As soon as she stopped, about a 
hundred nervous men, who were anxious to get 
to business a second or two earlier than usual, 
thought the boat was in the slip, and lost no 
time in jumping up and flying pell-mell out on 
the deck. And when they got out there in a 
stiff cold breeze, and saw that they were a mile 


from shore, they looked about as sad as any 


party of men you could find within a radius of | 
a hundred miles. And they were not put ina | 
much better humor when they returned to the | 
cabin and found their seats had been taken, 





NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENTS—The season 
for coachman-and-heiress jokes has just closed. | 
THE FITTING MOTTO for a bank cashier is 

not ‘‘ Dust to Dust”? but ‘‘ Dust to Canada.”’ 








Coin CoLitecrors—Street-Car Conductors. | 





| this chill November weather. 


son an me Wee gott at that sterrey optercan 
befoar The show Be gan an we fixd things 

sow gest as he Wos sayn my yung frends we 
hav hear The buteful pickcher of abslum meatin 
his deth by getten cort by his hare in the bows 
of a trea you wil Cee by this how we shoud orl 


| . 
| ame too gro up An obay ouer pairents 


gest then he ternd on the lite An slipd his 


| glas pickcher on an the boys orl holered 


jim jonson an me wede fixd him up a pickcher 
Off omaha dik The boy avenjer an hede slipd 
it rite in gest as it Caim a lawng 

it is a coled day wen We gett lefft 

youers smilen 
. freddy 

ps cen bac my slaight woshd clene omaha 

dik is unpoplar in my famley 


TO A PAIR OF TREMBLING HANDS. 


Thou art so mutinous, O trembling hands, 
Ofttimes, when I would have thee do my will, 
Thou art as slender reeds, when slow gusts trill 

And whistle through the broad low meadow-lands, 


| Is it a thought that makes thee quiver so? 


The thought that some sad hour will end this breath, 
And thou be clasped in cold, unbending death? 
Is it the thought that all who come must go? 


Hast thou not seen long days of sunlit gleams? 
Hast thou not known of joy the very rose, 
And then, unwitting, felt the thorn that grows 

Just under, like a song which ends in screams? 


What is the influence strange that sways thee so? 
Time has been when thou clasped the light white palms 
Of girlhood beauty with the strength and calms 

Of full experience, void of all heart-glow, 


But now stern effort holds thee not; there burns 
Within my head the thought that these weak flights 
Result, O trembling hands, from several nights 

Of staying out to hear the last returns. 

EDWARD WICK. 





Auswers for the Aurions. 


Kippoo, —Thanks. 


W. R.-R.—It is very pretty, but it is too fragile for 
Our waste-basket, how- 
ever, is warm. 
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A MORAL TALE. 





WILLIAM SQUARETOES AND AuGUSTUS MEALY. | 
— THEIR PATHS IN LIFE CONTRASTED. 


William Squaretoes was a boy of high moral 
character who played marbles “ for keeps,’’ was | 
agile in creeping into circus-tents, and was not | 
unfriendly to fruit gathered in the stilly night | 
from the neighbors’ trees, | 





| 


Augustus Mealy was always at the head of | 
his class, never went to the circus unless some- 
body gave him a ticket, and always stayed in 
the house in the evening to read and study. | 
Often he would try to lure William Squaretoes | 
into the Sunday-school by promising him free 
tickets to the picnic, or a plate of ice-cream at 
the church-festival. But William would look 
at him out of his clear blue eyes and tell him | 
to ‘come off’? or to “soak his head.” 

And when election-time drew near Augustus 
would be afraid to wear a badge, and would 
positively refuse to steal ash-barrels or take any 
part in triumphal bon-fires. But William bold- 
ly wore his badge, in spite of the fact that he 
was licked three times a day by his school- 
fellows for doing so; and as for ash-barrels, he 
was the terror of every household for ten blocks 
around his father’s residence. 

‘Time wore on and the two boys grew to man- 
hood. William graduated from college with 
high honors as the pitcher of the college nine. 
Twice he had returned to his parents with the 
proud distinction of having been suspended for 
hazing. But Augustus was never suspended, 
never played on the college nine or rowed in | 
the crew, and had even refused to join any of 
the secret societies, 

The two young men settled in New York and | 
chose their respective paths in life. Augustus | 
became a “sassiety man,”’ and grieved his honest 
father’s heart by attending kettledrums and | 
musicales. He also acquired a falsetto voice, | 
which had the effect of barring him out of re- 
spectable masculine society. 

But William Squaretoes became “one of the 
boys” in every sense of the term. He was 
frequently out until all hours of the morning, | 
was a good billiard-player, and had a knowl- 
edge of the true American game of poker, He | 
went to the theatre and laughed heartily at all 

‘the new “acts” of the variety stage. He was | 
never seen at the concerts which delighted the | 
heart of Augustus Mealy. He cared nothing 
for the “sweet things in B-flat,’ or the themes 
and symphonies for which his old schoolmate | 
professed unbounded admiration. 

Augustus rarely went to the theatre, and when 
he did, he never went out between the acts. 
But William was not unwilling to “set ’em up 
for the boys” in adjacent saloons, and never 
missed an opportunity to refresh himself, in 
company with his friends, during the enfr’actes, 

William chose to remain a bachelor, and es- 
tablished himself in comfortable apartments, 
where he delighted in entertaining his friends 
and starting them homeward at early dawn in 
hilarious mood. 

But Augustus wooed and wed a virtuous girl 
—rather too virtuous for the daily walks of life 
—and settled down to the business of taking 
care of her money and other people’s souls. 
In other words, he became what is known in 
New York as a Rich Presbyterian. The dis- 
grace was keenly felt by his family, who had 
always lived absolutely blameless lives. 

But Augustus was now thoroughly hardened 
in vice. He did not hesitate to affix his name 
to a protest against opening the Bartholdi Loan 
Collection on Sunday, and opposed, in the | 
most brazen manner, the Sunday music in| 
Central Park. 

On Wednesday evening, before the election, | 
honest William Squaretoes was around in his | 
own and adjacent wards, whooping things up 

















for Grover Cleveland and drinking to his health | WHAT THE NEW ZEALANDER SAW. 
a i 


| in many saloons, 


And where was Augustus Mealy, his old | 


schoolmate, who had begun life with such 
bright prospects ? 

At the Blaine dinner at Delmonico’s, with 
Jay Gould and many of the leading humbugs 
of the city. 


, AFTER ELECTION. 
It is a cold-water day when I get left.—.S¢. John. 
I came to judgement and was condemned. 
— Daniels, 
My failure has exceeded my fondest expecta- 
tions.— Buller, 
I was caught by the hair—and scalped. 
—Absalom West. 


| Voters, voters everywhere, but not a vote for 


me,.—Belva, 
I have proved myself a deadhead.—Blame. 
I never seen nothing so cold as last Election 
Day.—Logan., a 
THE SADDEST man to-day 
Who walks along Broadway 
Is the man who several months ago bet a Derby 
on Blaine. 
Up to last Sat- 
Urday he wore his straw hat, 
In the hope that on Monday he would get that 
tile, 
And upon his opponent smile. 
But he was not glad; 
In fact, he was very sad 
When on Monday he had to dance into a fash- 
ionable hat-store and purchase two tiles, 
with a bosom full of pain, 
This man who bet the Derby on the victory of 
Blaine. 


It was midday when Macaulay’s New Zea- 
lander found himself in the hands of the raven- 
ing hordes at the Barge Office. It only took 
them a short time to examine his trunks—he 
wore nothing else—and at four o’clock in the 


| afternoon he made his way up Broadway, paus- 





ing from time to time to admire the stately 
buildings, the intelligent, well-dressed throngs 
of people, the admirable system of rapid aerial 
transit, and other evidences of an advanced 
civilization. 

Not far from the Post-Office he noticed a 
heap of ruins and a bulletin-board—all that re- 
mained of a once stately building. Amid this 
pile of crumbling bricks and mortar sat an old 
man+*with white hair and beard, and a wild 
roving eye. In his hands he held a marking- 
pot and brush. 

“ And what is that poor man doing?” asked 
the New Zealander. 

“He is claiming States, Territories and for- 
eign lands for Blaine,” said a by-stander: 
“There, he’s just putting up a new bulletin. 
Let’s go over and see what it is.” 

‘They drew near the old man, and read the 
dispatch which he had just pasted on the de- 
caying board: 

“The TZribune’s special returns from the 
Great Sahara Desert, with seven oases to hear 
from, give Blaine a majority of 98,473, and in- 
sure his election.” | 








WHERE can Blaine and Logan be now? 

B’n’L., >. 

Now Is the time to pay election bets. The 
time for collecting them will extend indefinitely. 








HIS OCCUPATION GONE. 
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Who is this ? 

This is the man who 
has been marching and 
screeching, and wear- 
ing out his shoulder car- 
rying a torch. | 

What are all those 
things around him ? 

Those are the relics 
of hislong tramp. They 
are lanterns, battle-axes, 
cannons, beer-mugs 
and helmets. 

Why hasn’t he a hel- 
met on his head ? 

Because no helmet 
is large enough for it. 
It needs soaking to get 
it down to its right size, 

Which side did he 
march on? 

Both sides, of course, 
for two dollars a march, 
and the only thing that 
broke him up was toc be 
wanted by both sides 
on the same night. 

What will the poor 
man do now? 

He will carry a res- 
taurant-banner during 
the day, and edit the 
Tribune at night. This 
is a world of sudden 
changes. 
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THE FATAL 





—Miss Flora McFlum.— 
SCENE I. 


The drug-store. Wapy FANTOD and the 
ALCHEMIST pitting together. 
Lapy FAnNrTop. 
It must be done! 
He is my fate, 
I have begun 
To think, of late. 


AL Borax. 
The scheme is good, 
So count me in ’t; 
It ’s understood 
We ’II fix his flint? 


LApDy FANTOD. 
Yes, it shall be 
This very night. 
Ha! Look and see 
Their fond delight! 


(J. JNo. JoNEs and Miss FLorA MCFLUM 
saunter by in the moonlight arm-in- 
arm.) 

AL Borax ( feercely). 
Yah! Say no more! 
That sight would fire 
The rudest boor 
To bloody ire! 
By Allah! Lemmegitahim! 


Lapy FANToD (staying him). 
Oh, no, not now! 
You have no tact. 
Let ’s study how 
We ’d better act. 


At Borax. 
By Allah’s beard! 
I think you ’re right. 
But I’m afeard 
They ’ll skip to-night. 


LaDy FANTOD. 
I'll watch ’em close 
And stop their tricks, 
While you the dose 
Proceed to mix. 
(Zxit Lavy FANTOD.) 


SOLO, 
By the Alchemist, as he prepares the 
charmed Philtres. 
Aria: “ All’s Fair in Love.” 
When the grocer shall cease to mix sugar 
with sand, 
When the lawyer shall cease to tell 
lies, sir, 


When railway conductors grow pleasant | 


and bland, 


| 


| 
And the reverend clergy grow wiser, | 


Dan Cupid will follow their fashion and 
try 

To quit playing tricks upon folks on the 
sly. 











SCENE: A corner drug-store. 


The streets by moonlight, etc. 


J. JNo. JONEs, an elderly and wealthy Banker, is in love with and belovea 


dy Miss FLorA McF ium. 


Alchemist, loves FLORA, but vainly woos her. 


MOHAMMED IBN JAFFAR AL Borax, ¢he 


He prepares a love phil- 


tre which changes the complexion of things. LAbY FANTOD, an ancient 
Maiden, in love with J. JNo. Jones, lends herself to the dark designs 


of AL Borax, 








When Doctors of Medicine learn to agree, 
And the ladies drop powder and paints, 
sir, 
Politicians unite in a grand jubilee 
To bring on the reign of the saints, sir, 
Then rivals may follow the fashion so far 
As to drop all advantage of cunning in 
war, 


But until the world speaks from the heart, 
not the lip, 
Till the truth shall be freed from the 
gag, sir, 
And bankers be trusted no longer to skip 
To Canada, laden with swag, sir, 
The motto of lovers anear and afar 
Shall remain, * All is fair in love or in 
war.” 


The guerdon of speed to the swiftest of 
foot, 
And victory’s crown to the brave, sir, 
The highest reward to the boldest in suit, 
Dame Fortune e’er cheerfully gave, sir, 
And fe shall the surest his ownership 
prove 
Who can conquer his rival by cunning in 
love. 





SCENE II. 
The same. Enter LADY FANTOD, with J. 
JNo. JONES and Miss FLoRA McF Lum. 
Aria; ‘* Blue Bonnets over the Border.” 
By J. JNo. JONEs. 
I walk the streets in pompous guise, 
Men lift their hats to me, sir, 
Each tradesman with the other vies 
How civil he can be, sir. 


Upon my lofty brow a frown 
Bespeaks my weighty thought, sir, 

And every man of means in town 
My trick of speech has caught, sir. 


I am not handsome, as you see, 
But yet no Greek Apollo 

Can count admirers with me, 
Whose every change they follow. 


z 





My words are treasured up with care, 


E’en when of small amount, sir, 
By gentlemen whose pleasant air 
Hints at a small discount, sir. 


And if, perchance, I make a joke, 


Though ’twere as old as sin, sir, 


My customers with laughter choke 
And raise an awful din, sir, 


I ’m Deacon in a church up-town, 


And lead the Sabbath-school, sir, 
Can talk about a ‘ heavenly crown,” 


And quote the Golden Rule, sir 


I never take a glass of beer, 


In bar-rooms never ‘‘ smile,” sir, 
For while my cellar ’s full of cheer 


It ’s hardly worth my while, sir. 


Oh, I’m a Christian Bankerman, 
With an apostolic smile, sir, 
But I would surely thank a man 

To give me points in guile, sir. 


I know a shady thing or two 


Of this world’s wicked ways, sir, 


Although I look as if I knew 


But how to hymn and praise, sir. 


And when I wish to take a trip 
I always start at night, sir, 
And carry with me whe:: I skip 

All valuables in sight, sir. 


And when I thus desire to spend 
A season of repose, sir, 

I skip to Canada to end 
My holidays sdb rosa. 


Oh, I ’m a Christian Bankerman, 
With an apostolic smile, sir, 

But I would gladly thank a man 
To give me points in guile, sir. 
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Lady Fantod and Al Borax plotting together. 








GUM-DROP; Or, THE ALCHEMIST’S REVENGE. 




















—F. Fno. Fones.-—— 


AL Borax (40 the Banker). 
Most honored sir, 
I saw you wink; 
Just let me stir 
Your little drink, 
( Gives him the charmed potion.) 


FLORA MCF Lum, 
Oh, will you kind- 

Ly give me some 
Of those delight- 

Ful drops of gum? 


AL Borax. 

Fair lady, permit me to make you a pres- 
ent 

Of this select gum-drop, which I made to 
order 

For Victoria, Queen of Great Britain, 
who, failing 

To pay mea price which I thought was 
in reason, 

Thus left it, and now I present it to you, 
ma’am. 


(She takes the fatal gum-drop.) 


Sone (Recitativo). 
By AL Borax, 
“The Alchemist’s Oath.” 
Why come ye to Al Borax, ye silly sons 
of men? 
Why place your trembling foot upon the 
threshoid of his den? 
Dare ye provoke the lurid bolts hot pul- 
sing through the skies? 
Or venture forth upon the main when 
tempests rage and rise? 
Dare ye rush into battle where the hissing 
bullets fly, 
Or stake your fragile life upon the devas- 
tating pie? 
These dangers are but follies to the ter- 
rors of my place, 
Where I prepare the awful charms which 
thin the human race. 


Ranged on my shelves, in deadly rows of 


vials, cups and jugs, 
Behold my dread artillery—my battery of 
drugs! 
From windows where the public gaze at 
bottles red and green, 
Down past the deadly soda-fount to the 
«« Prescription Screen,” 


| My den is filled with wares and snares 


and every kind of ills, 


From globules homeceopathic to allopathic 


pills; 
I ’ve bad cigars and cigarettes to lure the 
festive youth, 


| And everlasting gum-drops for the anx- 


ious maiden’s tooth; 

I ’ve liver-pads whose scent would put an 
aged egg to rout, 

And porous-plasters which would draw 
your spinal marrow out; 
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I’ve quite a fine assorted stock of 
poisons large and small, 

From the sprightly belladonna ta 

nux vomica and gall; 
And S. S. S. upon my shelves main- 
tains a deadly war 
With Mrs. W.’s soothing pap, Buchu 
and R. R. R. 
And safe within my magic den I] 
weave the potent spells 
Which lure the festive vouth to waste 
their shekels on the belles; 

And I have sworn a mighty oath by 
all the powers in—well, 

To make no less than ten per cent on 
everything I sell. 

What can I do for you to-day? 


Fiora McFLuM, 
I feel so queer 
Since that gum-drop- 


Lapy FANTOD. 
Quick! Ginger-beer 
Or soda-pop! 


(FLorA faints in the Alchemist’s 
arms. J. JNO. JONES regards his late 
love with a stupid leer and winks at 





Lapy FANTOD. 
The poison works! 
It’s in his bones. 
Come to me arums, 
Me J. Jno. Jones! 
(They embrace. FLORA revives 
and gazes tenderly at the Alchemist. 
They join hands and sing.) 


QUARTETTE. 
Aria: 
** Cupid’s Dart Who Can Resist ?”’ 
Oh, Cupid’s dart who can resist 
That hath a tender, human heart? 
What eyes that are not dimmed with 
mist 
Of sympathy when lovers part? 


The boorish peasant in his cot, 
The savage in his leafy wild, 
Even the eremite’s sad grot 
By Love is wooed, by Love be- 
guiled. 


The mighty Czar upon his throne 
Becomes to Love a willing slave; 
Love makes the boldest warrior 
groan, 
Love makes the poorest dastard 





Who can resist Dan Cupid’s dart? 
Not prince or peasant, serf or 
peer; 
The coldest, hardest, bravest heart 
Will tremble when he points his 
spear. 


Then why resist the yoke at all? 
Tis easier far, and much more 
wise, 
To yield your heart at Cupid’s call 
Than wear your chains in sullen 
guise. 


The moral of this little song 
Is very simple, very clear: 
Do not a useless fight prolong, 
Nor seek to dodge Dan Cupid’s 
spear, 


Then let all mortals treasure this, 
The true philosophy of love: 
Find in captivity true bliss; 
In Love’s chains true freedom 
prove. 





the FANTOD.) brave. 





( Curtain.) 











THE other day, while Major Dodridge was 
sitting in his door-yard, the gate opened and a 
strange-looking man hastily approached. 

“Is this Major Dodridge ?” 

“ Yes, sir.”? 

“Of the Eighth Arkansaw during the war?” 

“Yes,” beginning to look with interest at 
the stranger. 

“Don’t you remember me, Major ?”’ 

“No, I can’t place you.” 

“Take a look at me,” shoving back his hat. 

“Don’t remember that I ever saw you be- 
fore.” 

“Tam Hank Parsons!” exclaimed the man, 
bracing himself as though he expected to rush 
into his arms, 

“Don’t recall the name,” said the Major. 

“Is it possible? I did not think you would 
ever forget me. I'll refresh your memory. At 
Shiloh, while the battle was raging with murder- 
ous fury, I found you lying on the field shot 
through both legs. I took you on my back 
and carried you to a spring in the shade. Now 
don’t you recollect me?” 

“ Let me see,” mused the Major. “I remem- 
ber having been wounded; but I can’t recall 
the fact, if it be a fact, of any one taking me to 
a spring.” 

“This is indeed strange,” said the disap- 
pointed man: “I looked forward to meeting 
you with such anticipations of a warm greeting. 
Well, well, the world has indeed reached its 
ungrateful age. The occurrence is as fresh to 
my mind as though it had taken place yester- 
day. I gave you a drink of whiskey and—” 

“What!” exclaimed the Major, springing to 
his feet: “Gave me a drink of whiskey! Oh, 
yes, I remember now,” seizing the man’s hand: 
“Oh, I'll never forget that drink! The whiskey 
was so new that corn-meal was floating round in 
it; but we enjoyed it. Remember you! Why, 
I should cavort. Why didn’t you guard against 





possible embarrassments by mentioning some 
of the main features of the occurrence?’ —£*x. | 


One of the princes of good cheer in Norwich 
who is not perfectly familiar with ali the ab- 


breviations and initials used by the altogether 


quite too too, received from a friend the other 
day an invitation to a reception, in the corner 
of which-were the letters R. S. V. P. 

“H-m-m,”’ said he to himself, as he medita- 
tively repeated the initials: “‘R—S—V—P, I 
know what C. O. D. means, but I’ll be blamed 
if I know what R. S. V. P. means.” 

“* Why,” said a friend who observed his per- 
plexity: ‘that means Rum Served Very Plenti- 
fully.” 

“Pll go!’ said the other decidedly.—or- 
wich Bulletin. 








erfume, Edenia. 
Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Perfume, Lily of the Va ley. 




















CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and ‘all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering fellows, Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relive human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, 


W. A. Noves, 149 Power’s Block, Rochester, N. V. 


ROSS’ ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sold by First-class Dealers. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 











Numbers 6, 8, 9, 10, 11, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 19, 21, 
22, 23, 24, 25, 29, 33, 37, 38, 46, 47, 48, 49, 50, 53, 54, 
56, 62, 77, 79, 82, 84, 85, 87, 88, 92, 108 and 137 of 
English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents, 
and number 26 at 25 cents per copy. 





FOR WINTER. 


After exposure to intense 
cold, the use of a hot drink 
made of a teaspoonful or 


two of the GENUINE 


BROWM'S GINGER 


causes the skin to act well 

















and sustains and refreshes. 
REMEMBER! the Genuine, 
Old-fashioned, real Ginger 
is made in Philadelphia by 
FREDERICK BROWN. 


TRY IT ON. 























ZWLL [Reeorel 
FORTHE WORLD- : 
ONLY AMERICAN WHEEL 


HOLDING A 


SEND FOR CATALOG. 


OVERMAN WHEEL Co. 


CHICOPEE,MASS. 

















a 4 Fragrant Vanity Fair 
fy’ AND 
rpiC1loth of Gold 


CIGARETTES. 

Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. Ifyou do not use them, 
a trial will convince you that they have noéqual. Two hundred 
millions sold in 1883. 

13 First Prize Medals Awarded. 
WM, Ss. KIMBALL & CO, 


Sena one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Add . F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
sie C. Os ‘Madison Bt., Chicago.” 
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THE CELEBRATED 


tA OS 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR. 
ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


JAMES FYLES 


Ww 
i 











THE BEST 
Washing Compound 


EVER INVENTED. 
Sold by Crocers Everywhere. 





CLOCKS 


FOR 


Bridal Gifts and Holiday Presents 


At Exceptionally Low Prices, 


INCLUDING 


IMPORTED NOVELTIES; BRASS ANTIQUES; 
FRENCH MARBLES, NEW DESIGNS; 


Swiss and Vienna Clocks, and 
A Fine Selection of Bronzes. 


ALSO CLOCKS OF OUR OWN MANUFAOTURE, 
IN WOOD AND METAL, 


AT RETAIL, UNTIL JANUARY Ist. 
New Haven Clock Co., 


16 & 18 Park Place, New York City. 


WALTHAM 
WATCHES. 


RICHEST ASSORTMENT OF 
Watches and 





LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 








GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
9 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, casily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & C0. Dorchester, Mass. 








THE WISH-BONE. 


Slender and shining, prophetic bone, 
We pulled it the future to divine; 
Her bare pink palm, the bit in my own, 
Told that wish and wish-bone both were 
mine. 


“What do you ask for ?”? whispered my Rose, 
Looking up shyly with eyes so true. 

“I wished,”’ I answered, drawing her close: 
“The woman I win might look like you. 


“ Her eyes as brown as a forest brook, 

Her cheek as pink as the sea-shell’s tint, 
A tender mouth and a saucy look, 

And pale brown hair with a golden glint. 


“In short, that my future wife might be 
You, dear little Rose, and only you.” 
Hiding her face in my breast, said she: 
“Is n’t it funny? I wished that, too.” 
—Ruth Hall, in Harper's. 


“You were down to see Miss Fussanfeather 
last night, Charlie, weren’t you?” said little 
Mollie Crimsonbeak to her elder bfother. 

“How do you know where I was?” replied 
the young man, a little provoked. 

“Well, didn’t I hear you tell papa yesterday 
that she was the flour of the family ?” 

“Well, suppose you did ?” 

“ Well,” went on the little girl, timidly, draw- 
ing nearer and brushing the lappel of her bro- 
ther’s coat: “I see some of her has rubbed off 
on you.’’—Yonkers Statesman, 











PHYSICIANS and Bruggiete recommend Brown's 
Iron Bitters as the Best Tonic, Combining Iron 
with pure vegetable tonics,it quickly and completely Cures 


$ Dyspepsia, Indiges- 
tion, Weakness, Im- 
pure Blood, Mala- 


ria, Chills and Fe- 

vers & Neuralgia. Anunfaiing remedy for Diseases 
of the Kidneysand Liver. Invaluable for Diseases 
culiar to Women, and all who lead sedentary lives. 


cnriches and puri- tion of food, re- 
lievesHe artburn, 
strengthens the 


fies the blood, stim- 
ulates the appetite, 
aids the assimila- muscles & nerves 
Does not injure the teeth,cause headache 
] ~X OF produce constipation; all other 
Dd Iron medicines do. Genuine has 













, trade-mark and crossed red lines on 
Qt wrapper. Take noother. Made oniy by 
bh“ BROWN CHEMICAL CO.,Baltimore, Md. 





NEW YORE PURCHASING CoO., 
No. 62 John Street. 

Orders filled for everything procurable in this city. Special 
facilities for buying to the best advantage. Order Dry-goods, 
Groceries, Hardware, Furniture, Books, Jewelry, Drugs, Toys, 
anything you want through us and save money. 


Pachimann & Moelich, 


363 Canal St., N. ¥., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


Price-list Free. 









Established 1] 838. 


Repairing a Specialty. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S: 





STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALl DEALERS THRovuGHoUT Ine WOARLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 


RUPTURE! 


Deositively cured in 60 days by Dr. Horne's 

Electro-Magnetic Belt-Truss, combined. 

Guaranteed the only one in the world gene- 

rating a cont nuous £lectric and Magnetic 

Current. Scientific, Powerful, Durable, 

a and Effective in nee Rup- 
soo cured in 1883. Send for pamphlet 











ture. Price Reduce 
ELECTRO-MAGNETIC TRUSS CO., 1 1 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 








A 5 ; : v u ting 
every sub; or TI N 

rery A AY ‘itable A at. Lt a "EXHIBIT Ly. C ONS, ee Also, 
Lante ior Home Amusement. 136 page + -—™ Sree, 
McALLISTER, Mfg. Optician,49 Nassau St.,N. Y. 













“{ owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES.’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady, 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Curicura Kemenigs. 

Curicura REsoLvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Curicura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped Oily 

kin 

Cuticura Remepiss are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents! 
Resolvent, $1. Potter DruG anv Cuemicat Co., Boston, Mass. 


a 8" PO OXES 


Manufacturers of 
see actnat 
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USIC 8s: 
KW a. pong Trias, 
A We THE — MPG. (o., 

DECKER'S 

BILLIARD avn? POOL 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
Send stamp for illustrated Catalogue. 
BRANCH HOUSE, Warren Street, New York. 
Tables, celebrated for fine Me quickness 
WAREROOMS 722 BROADWAY, N. Y. 





ALL-NICHT INHALATION! 
“A pillow from which one wakgs to live.’ 
THE PILLOW-INHALER! 


This wonderful invention is curtne 
“hopeless cases ” of CATARRH and Con- 
SUMPTIVK diseases. It applies Medicated 
= and Curative Air to the mucous lining of 
~~. the Nose, Throat and Lungs ALL NIGHT, 
: whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectly com- 
fortable, safe and pleasant. The reme- 
dial air or vapor charges the forces of 
disease, purifies the blood and heals the 
putrid surfaces. IT Is A RADICAL AND 
PERMANENT CURE FOR CATARRH, BRon- 
CHITIS, ASTHMA AND LUNG TROUBLE. 
Explanatory Circular and Book of Testi- 
monials sent free. 


THE PILLOW-INHALER CO., 
1520 CHESTNUT ST., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
Brane "} New YorkK—25 East Fourteenth Street. 
Offices : CuicaGo—(Central Music Hall,) cor. State and Randolph Sts. 

















‘ ATA 
(Being CURED.) 








FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 
es | oxsion. 
TROUSERINGS, 


The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture. 


Overcoats to order from $18.00 
Suits 20.00 
Pants = vg - 5.00 


SAMPILES AND SELF-MEASUREMENT RULES MAILED 
ON APPLICATION. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 


139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 
sa BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. -wa 








Piles—Piles—Piles 
Cured Withont knife, powder or salve. No charge until cured. Write for 
references, 1])r. Corkins, 11 E. 29th St. 



























































FAS OR, 





yf: 





v JMULNG 4 Benci 


Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. Y. 





A fine stock of Ladies’ Suiting Cloths in 
the new shades, Ladies’ and Children’s 
Black and Colored Cloakings, Serges, 
Satteen and Quilted Linings. West of 
England Cloths, Cassimeres and Doe- 
skins for Dress Suits, etc., etc. English, 
Scotch and Irish Suitings, and Overcoat- 

ings, ‘‘ Carr’s” celebrated Meltons, 

«‘Crombie’s”’ Elysians, ‘¢ Brook’s ” 

Kerseys, etc. 





Broadeoay HK 19th ot. 


New York. 


DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR 
Qe ak 
"7 3 Phgs dow 
$00.00. Fenvet Package with directions « cents, 4 for 


peorslver, L. A. L. SMITH & CO., Agents, l’alatine, 





“Lx explain it all to you,”’ said one of the 
partners in a furniture house in western Michi- 
.gan which had protested its paper: ‘ You see, 
I and my brodder Shake vas bartners. We 
each drew $20 per week und we haf money left 
to bay all our debts und keep up stock. Shake 
he go oafer to Chicago, und eaferybody asks 
him if we make some difidends und how mooch. 
When he comes home he says we doan’ shtand 
oop mit odder houses if we doan’ make some 
difidends. Dot look all right to me. We haf 
two t’?ousand dollar laid away, und I take ha’f 
und Shake ha’f. Vhen some drafts come Shake 
doan’ like to bay, und I feels shust dot vay, 
too. If you haf some difidends, dot vas all 
clear for you, und you doam’ put him back in 
der firm, It vas a leedle mixed oop, und I 
guess we like to sell oudt.’”’— Wall Street News. 

“ WHat is more awful to contemplate,”’ said 
a lecturer, glaring about him: “than the rest- 
less power of the maelstrom?” And a hen- 
pecked-looking man in the rear of the building 
softly replied: ‘The femalestrom,”?—Zowel/ 
Courir. 


Great LAwyer,—“ Ah, Mr. Winks, glad to 
see you. ‘lhe verdict is in.” 

CLIENT.—“ Already ?”” 

“Yes, sir; I knew I would get it. You re- 
ceive five thousand dollars, but you are to pay 
half the costs.’ 

“Fair enough, I am sure. What are the 
costs ?” 

“Ten thousand dollars.””—Philadelphia Cal. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic — 
Oval box, $1; round, 50 cents, At all druggists. 





The Highest Medical Authorities Concede Anglo- 
SWISS MILK FOOD to be the BEST prepared Food for Infants 
and Invalids, Ask Druggists, or write Anglo-Swiss Condensed 
Milk Co., 86 Hudson St., New York, for their pamphlet, ‘‘ Notes 
Regarding Use of Anglo-Swiss Milk Food.”’ (See advertisement 
in last week’s Puck.) ‘ 





MUSEE. __55 West 23d Street. 

Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 
ltoll. — EN MU JH] and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tle Winter 
Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 


RUPTURE 





Relieved and cured without the 7 a inflict by Be. J. Ae 


SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Some way, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 





HORTHAND Writing thoroughly taught by mail or personally. 
S Situa.ions pepoured all pupils when comp Pe 
Send for circular, We CHAFFEE, Oswego, N. ¥ 


AWSON’S(.<5:..U. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 


The individual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free, 


Sold by Druggists. oO Bandage \ S, E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. \ Guaranteed. ) Senstega Springs, N. Y. 








AFINE IMPORTED DOUBLE BARREL BREECH LOADER «~ 
‘THE GREATEST OFFER EVER MADE TO SPORTSMEN. 











WARRANTED HAND MADE 
WILLKILL AT 100 YARDS. 


RILLIANT EXECUTION AND 
offer a LIMITED NUMBER AT ONLY $13.75 


each,UP TO ho 
pose of introducing them moro thoroughly in the United States rotge WwW 4 


charge the REGULAR RITAIL PRICE OF $26.00, 


We havejust purchased AT A GREAT 

CE from a LEADING NEW YORE 

yk Li! ive have recently failed 
BARREL BREECH- 


It is equal in every respect to a 
ON AND pe et ey Dy boi 


OUTFIT 


[37 


ED, CHOKED BORED. 
gin ttt 
EJECTOR. 










hycrout, 


their entire stock of ¢ tho Well-kown and ptaniend 
ABING SROTSUN AS ABOVE DESCRIB 
COLT, or REMINGTON for 
sught he a, we have decided to 
{ior the purs 
ch wemhel 
can now R. . aside th 





muzzle loaders and securo this most SUPERIOR BREECH-LOADER at tho UNP. 
PRICEOF $13,975. Wo caution Gun buycrs to beware of bogus and imitation Double-Barrel Breeche 
Loaders offered at near shis prico, Tho testimonials of samo are generally spurious and used as baitto 
. The barrels Of such Guns are frequently made of Pot-Metal, Sham-Twist, or Wrought-Iron 
BARRELS OF THE JAMESO © 


and 
rx! THE FINEST 8 
GUARANTEE 


and each Gun is so BRAND 


IN AS OFTERED BY US are mad 
ED, besides we will send a 


with A. one. NO OTHER FIRM WILL DOTHIS. Upon receipt of partof the amount, 


to show good faith in ordering and to cover us on Express 


ress charges, we will ship C.0.D. by Express, with 


rivilege to examine before you accept it, or if the full amount of snes | is sent with order, we will 
yond Itt 73 AND A CARTRIDGE BELT FREE vith cach Gun. ORDER XO 


send RE-LOADING zoos & 
CUT THIS 





representedandsatistactory. AT AIN OF ALL Call on or address, 
WARREN we EE CO. 9 WARREN STREET, N. Y. 





PERLE D’OR 


Dab ieds laa ane 
Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 








BITTERS, 


coat of isite flavor, now used over th 
“wit world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and Age, «nd all 
disorders of the Digestive ns. A few te lm fous, flavor 
to a ginss ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, -nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask K your ar grocer or Bh hy for 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
61 BROADWAY. N; Y. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


LT SL AREER AN ON Rm 
DID YOU SEE “EVANS” NEW SELF-INKER? It 
beats all. A big press and script type outfit for $5. 
a Me and Catalogue 6 cents. 


. EVANS, 50 N. Ninth Street, Phila., Pa. 














PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 





Beauty and "Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet, It thoroughly removes tartar 
from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 
20 Hidden Name 10 cts. 


6 packs 50c.. your name hidden by hand 

holding flowers oneach. &0 New Im- 

ported Embossed Chromos lie 

packs 50 cts. (not embossed edge as on 

those advertised for 10c. but each flower 
Fae completely ¢ embossed) New 
°85 Sample Book, [llnstrated Premium List &. sen .E RES 
with each order. CAPITOL CARD CO., Hartford, Conn, 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three mr For particulars address with stamp to 


H. ELICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s lace, New York. 
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CHAPTER II. 
‘* Malden, Mass , Feb. 1, 1880. Gentlemen— 
I suffered with attac s of sick headache.”’ 
Neuralgia. female trouble, for years in 
the most terrible and excruciating manner, 
No medicine or doctor could give me re- 
lief or cure until I used Hop Bitters. 
' The first bottle 
Nearly cured me;” 
The second made me as well and strong 
as when a child. 
‘* And I have been so to this day.” 
My husband was an invalid for twenty 
years with a serious 
‘*Kidney, liver and urinary complaint, 
_ Pronounced by Bostons best phy- 
sicians — 
“*Tncurable !”’ 
Seven bottles of your bitters cured him 
and I know of the 
‘* Lives of eight persons” 
In my neighborhood that have been 
saved by your bitters, 
And many more are using them with 
great benefit. 
“They almost 
Do miracles?” 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 


existence. 
aa AGENTS WANTED. <@6 


—Mrs. E. D. Slack. 














Dialogues, Tableaux, Speakers, etc., for School, 
Club and Parlor. Best out. Catalogue G free. 
’ T. S. DENISON, Chicago, Ill. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

4 right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure. At once address Trur & Co., Augusta Maine. 








7 Chromo Cards and Tennyson’s Poems mailed for ten one 
cent stamps. Acme Mfg. Co., Ivoryton, Conn. 





RICHARD GRANT WHITE says the letter “r” 
is disappearing from the American tongue. This 
is truly alarming. We shall presently have no 
month in which oysters may be safely eaten.— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A GREAT scientist, who believed in evolution, 
was strolling through a zodlogical garden, and 
stopped at the monkeys’ house, 

“My little fellow,” he said, addressing an 
ape: “are you aware of the fact that the human 
species is descended from such as you?” 

“So far as you are individually concerned,” 


responded the ape: “ you must surely be related 


to us, if | may judge from your astounding fa- 
miliarity with our family secrets.” 

Moral—This fable teaches that important 
evidence often springs up from unexpected 
quarters.— Life, 


Two teachers of languages were discussing 
matters and things relative to their profession. 

“Do your pupils pay up regularly on the 
first of each month?” asked one of them. 

‘No, they do not,” was the reply: “I often 
have to wait for weeks before 1 get my pay, 
and sometimes I don’t get it at all. You can’t 
well dun the parents for the money,”’ 

“Why don’t you do asI do? I always get 
my money regularly,” 

“How do you manage it?” 

“It is very simple. For instance, fam teach- 
ing a boy French, and on the first day of the 
month his folks don’t send the money for the 
lessons. In that event I give him the following 
sentences to transiate and write out at home: 
‘I have no money. The month is up. Hast 
thou got any money? Have not thy parents 
got money? I need money very much. Why 
hast thou not brought the money this morning ? 
Did thy father not give thee any money ?”? That 
fetches them. Next morning, you bet, that 
boy brings the money.” — Zexas Si/ings. 


FUR AND SEALSKIN GARMENTS. 


C. C. Shayne, the well known Wholesale Fur Manefacturer, 
10% Prince Street, New York, will sell elegant Fur Garments at 
retail at lowest cash wholesale prices this season. ‘This will af- 
ford a splendid opportunity to purchase strictly reliable Furs di- 
rect from manufacturer, and save retailer’s profits. Fashion Book 
mailed free. 








If your complaint is want of appetite, try half a wine-glass of 
Angostura Bitters half an hour before dinner. Beware of 
counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine article, 
manufactured hy Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





AND THE 


TOBACCO HABIT, 
even the worst anaes shastntcivend 


pormenenty cured for $1 (one dol- 
ar). This is no humbug. Pamphlet 
giving full information about the 
cure sent free to all. Address 
Thomas Brown, 
163 Randolph Str., Chicago, Ill. 








manufacturer of 





ESTABLISHED 1844. 


J.C. TODD, 
ENGINEER & MACHINIST. 


Flax, Hemp, Jute, Rope, Oakum and Bagging Machinery, Steam Engines, Boilers, etc. Sole agent 
for Mayher’s New Patent Acme Steam Engine and Force Pump combined. Also owner and exclusive 


THE NEW BAXTER PATENT PORTABLE STEAM ENGINE. 


These engines are admirably adapted to all kinds of light power for driving printing presses, pumping 
water, sawing wood, grinding coffee, ginning cotton, and al 
and are furnished at the following low prices: 
1 Horse Power, $150. | 2 Horse Power, $245. | 4 Horse Power, $350. 
14% Horse Power, 190. | 3 Horse Power, 290. | 5 Horse Power, 420. 
Send for descriptive circular. Mention Puck. Address 


kinds of agricultural and mechanical purposes, 


J. C. TODD, Paterson, New Jersey, 


Or No. 86 Dey Street, New York. 





BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


26 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 


SLOAN’S SHIRTS 


Made to Measure, 


SG FOR $oQ. 


Jamsutta Muslin Reinforce Sides. Fre oh 
lacket Sleeves, initialed Tabs, Fit Quality 
ane ter manship Cuaranteed. end for 
“ George Sloan, Jr., 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


MEN’S FURNISHING GOODS, 
637 BROADWAY, N. ¥. 


Lah eb 

onta. 

is CO. 204 Georme Ble noi 

144 Scrap Pictures and roo Album Quotations only roc. 50 
Embossed Cards 10c. J. B. HUSTED, Nassau, N. Y. 


THE PEOPLE'S FIRST CHOICE. 


It is now the universal report that the undersigned are, and have 
been for the past 18 years, the leading and best house in the U.S. 
to buy Sporting Goods. Just published, Catalogue No. 30, for 
1884, containing 260 large pages, and over 4,000 illustrations of 
Base-Ball, Lawa-Tennis, Boxing-Gloves, Gymnasium, Firemen’s 
and Boating Goods, Foot-Balls, Magic-Lanterns, Wigs, Beards, 
‘Theatrical Gooas, Magic Tricks, Air-Guns, Toy Engines, Chess, 
Dominoes, and everything pertaining to all out and indoor games 
end latest Novelties. Sent by mail for 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 
126—130 Nassau Street, New York. 

















Hidden Name, Embossed and New Chromo 
Cards, name in new type, an Elegant 48 page 
Gilt bound Floral Autograph AlLum witb 
quotations, 12 page Illustrated Premium 
and Price List and Agent’s Canvassing Outfit 
alitor15c, SNOW & CO., Meride™-Conn. 


Puck's Annta 


FOR 1885. 





Puck’s Annual for 1885 will appear sooner 
than usual. 
It will appear on or about December 7. 

Everybody knows what Puck’s Annual is. 

Everybody knows that Puck’s Annual is 
high-toned, pure, entertaining and original, 

Everybody knows that Puck’s Annual is an 
Advertising Medium of rare excellence. 

The Rates are $80.00 per Page; $45.00 per Half-Page. 
Smaller Cards at the Rate of 50 Cents per Single Column 
Agate Line for ordinary pages. Special Positions from 
25 to 50 per cent extra. 


We want your Advertisement for it, and the sooner we 
have your order the better can we accommodate you as to 
position. 

By-the-way, what is your opinion of the Weekly Puck 
as an Advertising Medium? 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


PUBLISHERS, 
21, 23 & 26 Warren Street, New York. 


GROUT’S “=” 
ENGLISH Queen 
CRAPES => 


for wear 
For sale in Mourning Departments in all 
large cities. 
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OFFICE OF “PUCK™ 24 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 


CHARITY AND ECONOMY COMBINED. 
After Every Presidential Election, let All the Campaign Equipments be Distributed as Clothing Among the Homeless Wanderers of the,Great City. 





